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ASK YOUR GROCER 

FOR 

START 

Woodford Pumpkin and Corn 

THE 

Lowney’s Chocolate and Cocoa 
Huyler’s Chocolate and Cocoa 

NEW YEAR 

Blue Ribbon Olive Oil 

Blue Ribbon Salad Dressing 

BY 

Blue Ribbon Olives 

PAYING 

Sleepy Eye Cream Flour 
America’s Cup Coffee 

YOUR 

Oakford&Fahnestock 

SUBSCRIPTION 

FISHER’S 

SEE AND BUY OF THE 

Baking Powder 

UP-TO-DATE 


LINE 

A Peoria Product 

OF 

In the market for a half century 


Prepared from pure Grape Cream Tartar 

CHRISTMAS JEWELRY 

Unexcelled in purity and economy 

IN THE 

On sale at all first class Grocers in Peoria 

BOOK ROOM 

ROWCLIFFE 

The 

THE DRUGGIST 

Uplands Hardware Store 

Keeps fine Candies, Perfumes and 

2126 MAIN STREET 

RUDOLPH STREHLOW, Prop. 

Druggist Sundries 

Fine Box Papers, Tablets 

Roller and Ice Skates 

Builder’s Hardware 

Stationery, etc. 

Slate and Tin Roofing 

Lenox Steel Furnace 


and General Repairing 

1501 MAIN ST. PEORIA, ILL. 

CALL US Both^Phone* 600 
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Everything New and Modern 

Plenty of Clean Linen 

We wish yon a prosperous year and solicit a portion 

of yonr patronage 

CLARK - - The Barber 

ONLY THREE BLOCKS FROM SCHOOL 

Corner University and Main Sts. 

Ibamiltoit’s IBahcry 

New Location: 2122 MAIN ST. 

Buy a Cream Puff 

Buy a Cookie 

Buy a Pie 

HAMILTON has 'em 

Every one 

Say I! 

Palace Civery 

Prompt and Efficient 

Service 

K. 3. Satnmis, General manager 

Both Phones 3320 

216-220 North Adams Street, Peoria, IIL 

/ 109 S. ADAMS sr 

/J ' Peoria, Ill. 

HOME-MADE CANDIES, 

NOON-DAY LUNCHES 

Ice Cream and Fancy Egg; Drinks 

hT y/^313 MAIN ST. . 

yj yr <T>eoria,H1. 

HOME-MADE CANDIES, LIGHT 
LUNCHES, ICE CREAM AND 

ICE CREAM SODA 

The Popular Bakery of the City of Peoria 

LOANS REAL ESTATE 

Bourland $ Bailey 

Investment Bankers 

III S. Jefferson Ave. 

MORTGAGES FOR SALE 

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE 

Dime Savings and Trust Co. Building 

Peoria, Illinois 

Tred Uan Jllwick 

Popular Price 

Cailor 

209 S. Jldams St. 

Prices $28.00 and up 

Phone Main 1296..Peoria 
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Carriages Carriages Carriages 

Give us youf orders 

We give you fhe service 

Bradley students special attention 

Peoria Cioery Co. 

BOTH PHONES 3315 wu^Booitc^L 517-519 FULTON ST. 

Xmas Gifts for the Whole Family! 

Something for “Dear Old Dad,” “Mother,” “Sister 
Betty,” “Little Brother Jim,” “Your Best Girl,” “Baby.” 

Xmas Cards, Booklets, Tags, Seals, Holly Ribbon, 
Crepe Paper, New Year Novelties, PostCards, etc. 

See our window display Xmas week. 

Cbe Cecb Pharmacy 

2128 MAIN STREET 

J. H.KUHL 

GROCER 

Richelieu Pure Roods 
Chase & Sanborn’s 
Coffee and Tea 

hDAT JONE’S SAUSAGE 

tS1 

J 

POR 

Basket Ball Goods 
4 and Supplies 

T\\ Home Exercising 
s \ Machines 

Everything in 

^ Sporting Goods 

:tman’Sgunstore 

120 NORTH ADAMS STREET 


I ifwn» 

m SINGLE 

W BINDER \ 

I STRAIGHT^SGIGAR \ 

L You Pay 10c. 

for Cigars 

I Not so Good. 1 

^XF.P.LEWIS Peoria, Ill J 

Dr. £bas. B. Brobst 

Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat 

SURGEON 

Glasses Pitted 

Office Phone, Main 702 

Res. Phone, Main 994 

Observatory Building, Peoria, III. 

Capital paid in, $ 200,000.00 

Surplus fund 125,000.00 

Deposits 2,300,000.00 

THE 

Central IRational ffianh 

or PEORIA 

Designated Depositary of the 

E. S. Government 

Accounts of students and of others connected 
with the Institute are especially solicited. 

SAVINGS ACCOUNTS RECEIVED 
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Brable^ flbol^tecbmc Unstitute 

In Affiliation With the University of Chicago 


I—SCHOOL OF ARTS AND SCIENCES 

SIX YEAR COURSES 

Extending from end of Common 
School to end of second year in 
College. 

Instruction in Biology, Chemistry, Cooking and Serving of Foods, Drawing (Freehand and 
Mechanical), Engineering, English, German and French, History and Civics, 

Eatin and Greek, Manual Arts (Woodwork, Metalwork, 

Machine Shop, Electrical Construction Etc.,) 

Mathematics, Physics, Sewing 
and Household Arts. 

Special courses for those who wish to become 
Teachers of Manual Training or Domestic Economy. 


II—HOROLOGICAL DEPARTMENT 

A school for Practical Instruction 
in Watchmaking and Allied Trades. 

Departments; Watchwork, Engraving, Jewelry, Optics. 

Instruction at the Bench , supplemented by class work and lectures. 

Watchmakers and Jewelers in need of competent assistants are invited to correspond 
with the Horological School. 


For Catalogues and further information address 


THEODORE C. BURGESS, Director, 


Bradley Polytechnic Institute, 

PEORIA, ILLINOIS 
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NEWS FROM HEADQUARTERS 

Young Man, you may indulge your dress fancies to your heart’s content, and revel as you will 
in the oddities of design and brilliancy of pattern represented in our carefully chosen assortments, 
or if you prefer garments on more conservative models, the lines will prove equally attractive- 

Fifty separate and distinct styles in Young Men’s Suits, Overcoats and Raincoats, in a wide 
variety of patterns and fabrics all are included in our magnificieut values 

: At $15, $20, $25 to $32.50. 

Hats, Shirts, Neckwear and all choice furnishings in all the leading and newer effects. 



201-203 S. ADAMS ST 


What Makes a Bank 
Strong? 

In judging a bank always remember that it is capital, 
surplus and undivided profits that give security to the 
depositor, because that money is what stands be¬ 
tween you as a depositor and any possible shrinkage 
in the securities held by the bank. 

Few banks in Central Illinois have a larger margin 
of safety than THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK 
OF PEORIA, which, with the watchful interest of 
a very capable and conservative board of directors 
and the constant inspection of the comptroller of the 
currency, has built up here one of the great financial 
institutions in the central part of Illinois, one whose 
CAPITAL, SURPLUS AND PROFITS is over 
$800,000.00 give assurance of absolute security and 
account for our more than $3,400,000.00 of deposits. 

She first IRational IBank 

©f Scoria 


Dime Savings 

and Crust Co.' 


113 South Jefferson Jive. 

$250,000.00 

Cash Capital 

Rents Boxes in Safety Vault 
Lends Money on Real Estate 
Pays Interest on Savings 

Geo. W. Curtis, Pres.; John E. Keene, Vice-Pres.. 
Frederick H. Smith, Vice-Pres.; John P. Durkin, Sec.; 
T. B. Wissing, Cashier; Frank Meyer, Treas.; Clifton 
W. Frazier, Attorney; Wm. Jack, Counsel. 


ALPHABETICAL LIST OF ADVERTISERS 


C. C. Adams & Co. 

B. & M. 

Bourland & Bailey 
Dr. C. H. Brobst 
The Beehive Press 
P. A. Bergner 

Bradley Polytechnic Institute 
Central National Bank 
Central Livery Co. 

Cole Bros. 

E. Clark 

Comstock-Avery Furniture Co. 

The Colonial 

Cluett, Peabody & Co. 

Dime Savings & Trust Co. 
Douglas Shoe Store 

D. J. Furrey 

Chas. Fisher Drug Co. 


First National Bank 
Mrs. K. L. Goodman 
Gmelich & Co. 

Hunter & Strehlow 
O. S. Hamilton 
Edw. Hine &Co. 

Home Savings & State Bank 
Wm. Hassel 
James Huxtable 
Jacquin & Co. 

Adolph Klein 

J. H. Kuhl 

C. Loveridge 

Frank P. Lewis 

The Model Clothing Co. 

McMeen Electric Co. 

Nicholson Bros. 

Oakford & Fahnestock 


Peoria Livery Co. 

Peoria Tent & Awning Co. 
Peoria Conservatory of Music 
Palace Livery 
G. N. Portman 

Peoria Printing & Stationery Co. 
Pfeiffer Crockery Co. 

J. F. Rowcliffe 
Schipper & Block 
John C. Streibich 
Rudofph Strehlow 
A. Schradzki & Co. 

Spalding and Bros. 

Chas. Trefzger 
Fred Van Alwick 
Walter Wyatt 
Younglove & Singer 
The Tech Pharmacy 
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THE TYPICAL TYPE 

SCENE —Office of the "Eternal Display.” 


(Enter Editor. Tears are dripping down 
onto his knees as he walks. Sits down on 
cracker box.) 

"I haven't eaten for a week, 

I guess I'll quit for good, 

Why I could swallow anything— 

I rather think I could.” 

(Licks the ink off his pen and smacks his 
lips. A red-headed subsciiber enters—mad.) 

Subscriber— 

"You will print things about my dog. 

My business and my wife; 

Take that and that and that and that, 
That's four bricks less of life.” 

(Editor gets angry and forces subscriber to 
read a whole column of his editorials. Enter 
subscriber No. 2.) 

"Why don't you print my name sometimes, 
I’ve never seen it yet; 

I buy your paper just to see— 

It’s nothing else, you bet.” 

Editor— 

“To-morrow morn' will see your name 
In letters thick and high— 

But say you'd better tell your name; 
You'll probably see why.” 

(Poet enters, but trips on his own hair and 
falls on the cracker box. Editor's eyes flash 
fire till the Poet's hair is singed.) 

Poet— 

"My hair—my hair—my downy hair, 

I broke one when I fell; 

And now you've burned off seven more, 


It’s awful—you can tell. 

But wait you haven't heard my last— 

My final masterpiece; 

‘He sighed that at his side might be 
The lovely banker's niece.' ” 

(Editor drives the Poet out of the office with 
a folded newspaper.) 

"How dare you try to pawn such stuff 
Upon the great ‘Display'; 

‘He sighed that at his side might be’— 

It’s awful—fierce, I say.” 

(Enter Collector with last month’s restaurant 
bill. The Editor gets such a strong look on his 
face that he can hardly wiggle his nose.) 

Collector— 

"Say, young fellow, ar’nt you ever 
Going to pay this bill? 

Full twenty times I've brought it—it 
Remains unsettled still.” 

(Editor raises his voice wearily, but it strikes 
the ceiling and he is forced to lower it a foot.) 
"Twenty-seven thousand people 
Get this paper every day; 

When they pay up—then I’ll pay up, 

Oh take that bill away.” 

(Collector wades out of the office through 
the Editor’s tear. Enter three typesetters. 
They stand on a table to keep their feet dry. 
All speak at once)— 

"Where's our money—where's our pay? 
'Twas due two weeks ago; 

It’s up to you to do it right, 

Or we'll do you—you know.” 












6 


THE 

(Editor lets eyes drop, but catches them in 
time.) 

"I hate to hear you talk like this, 

You've always been my friend: 

Oh why do you want money now? 

It's only good to spend? 

This paper's running so that you 
And I will all be broke: 

So run on back and get to work— 

Just put your clothes in soak'”. 

(First Typesetter, grasping pieces of type.) 

"My shoes are wet—why not my clothes? 
You would be funny—you? 

We’re going to end all this right now, 
Guess you know what to do.” 

(Editor retreats behind cracker box, which 
barely covers his feet. Typesetters start to 
throw their type.) 

"Here’s an F and there's an I, 

An N you can have too; 

I'll throw another husky I 
And fire an S at you.” 

J. Z., '10. 

sT 

HER BURGLAR 

Three times the big hall clock boomed forth. 
On the first stroke a key rattled in the hall 
door; on the second the door itself was pushed 
open; and as the third rang out a man entered 
the dimly lighted room. He started for the 
staircase, but as he caught sight of the cheerful 
looking grate fire in the next room he halted 
irresolutely and then walked over to it. "Nasty 
night this,” he said and looked down at his 
heavy overcoat, half covered with snow. He 
pulled off his gloves and seated himself dan¬ 
gerously close to the fire, the intense heat "of 
which he seemed to absorb with the utmost 
delight. "Ah, but it feels good to get home 
again,” he murmured at last. "1 wonder what 
the family will think when they see me in the 
morning. I told them I wouldn't be back for 
another week. Hope that little sister of mine 
is through with those fierce headaches.” The 
man relapsed into silence again and sat gazing 
down into the fire for a long time. Suddenly 


TECH 

he rose from his chair, took a step forward and 
appeared to be listening intently. "Why is 
that telephone ringing this time of night?” he 
thought. He staid in his peculiar position for 
a moment more. Then he made a vigorous 
rush for the double door leading into the next 
room. All that he saw was a telephone receiver 
swinging violently back and forth and another 
door slammed in his face. 

In her big bed uptairs Eilideen had been 
tossing back and forth restlessly the whole 
night. Sleep seemed to be out of the question. 
For the tenth time she arose to look for those 
headache powders, then suddenly she stopped 
searching and Jaughed nervously. Why of 
course she had left them downstairs that after¬ 
noon. Hastily slipping on a kimona, she tip¬ 
toed down the steps. As she reached the bot¬ 
tom something happened. Her face turned as 
pale as the fire was red; she clenched at the 
balustrade to keep from falling, and by some 
miraculous power she cut short a scream of 
terror. Sitting before the grate was a man in a 
big overcoat, his back turned toward her. 
What should she do? Her first instinct was to 
make a flying run up the stairs to her own 
room, then a startling idea partly overcame her 
fear and she walked softly around to the tele¬ 
phone. Having left the door open, as a ready 
means of retreat, she nervously took down the 
receiver (oh what a noise the bell made) and 
waited for Central. It seemed an age before 
she heard "Number, please.” "Give me Main 
165 quick,” she cried half-hysterically. "Is 
this the Fourteenth Street station? Oh send 
some men up to 68 Madison Avenue in a 
hurry. There’s a burglar in—” Oh heavens, 
the man in the next room had heard her. He 
was coming toward her. With a last frightened 
gasp, she let go of the receiver, made a dash for 
the open door, slamming it behind her, and ran 
back upstairs into her own room. Hastily 
locking it, she threw herself on the bed, too 
frightened for a while to notice anything except 
that someone was pounding someplace. By 
this time the house was in confusion. From 
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her mother’s room shrill cries issued, "Murder 
—oh what’s the matter—John, why don’t you 
do something to protect your family—we’ll all 
be killed sure.” 


As the man downstairs noticed the receiver 
swinging back and forth, he grabbed at it, put 
it to his ear and bellowed into the phone: 
"Send that wagon up quick. We need a lot of 
help.” So there were burglars in the house. 
Well, he’d see what he could do about it. 
But what had made his sister run off from him 
in such a hurried fashion when he had come to 
help her. The marauders must be in the 
lower part of the house. Determined to find 
out he grabbed a heavy silver mounted vase 
and started out to search. Finding no one he 
galloped up the stairs and hammering on the 
door of his sister’s room, demanded to know 
where they were. His only answer was a 
variety of shrieks and howls that soon became 
a vigorous medley with the assistance of his 
mother and two maid-servants. Added to all 
this was a violent ringing of the door-bell 
which became more and more insistent. Then 
he remembered. The police were probably 
down below. Hastening down the steps with 
the vase in his hands he opened the door, only 
to have thrust into his face seven wicked-look¬ 
ing revolvers, behind which were seven blue- 
coated policemen, who looked as though they 
were liable to move seven triggers about a 
quarter of an inch and send seven little pieces 
of lead into his anatomy. His remarks of sur¬ 
prise were cut short by a brisk "Aha, my man, 
caught you in the act, didn’t we? You’d better 
throw up your hands.” He started to do so 
and then he remembered that in one hand he 
held a very valuable silver mounted vase. His 
explanations as to the ownership of the same 
were cut short by the chief, who said: "I guess 
we’ll let the family talk first. Bill, (here he 
turned to one of his men) run upstairs and tell 
them its all right—they can come down now.” 
After ten minutes of extreme discomfort to the 
prisoner, who (for half an hour) had been en¬ 


gaged in some rather vigorous exertions, en¬ 
cased in a heavy winter overcoat, the family 
began to descend from their haven of refuge. 
First came the burly officer, then the father, 
mother, younger brother and lastly the sister. 
When the procession was half way down the 
policeman discovered that he was the only one 
in motion, for as if by unanimous consent the 
other four had stopped short in open-mouthed 
amazement at sight of the prisoner. 

Five minutes later fourteen disgusted police¬ 
men, packed uncomfortably close in one lone 
patrol wagon, were making their way back to 
headquarters. 

J. Z„ ’10. 

& 

THE FOOTBALL BANQUET 

As Cushing says, the football banquet is 
again in our midst. But who doesn’t know? 
Who didn’t hear Hugh Cooper as toastmaster, 
anyway? Whoever didn’t certainly missed the 
time of their life. There were speeches from 
everyone—and no one. Talks were made by 
representatives of the alumni, the athletic board, 
the faculty, the girls, the coach, and by most of 
the football team. Almost everybody spoke 
and those that didn’t give talks applauded and 
cheered. With everything good to eat and 
everybody good to listen to, what more could 
you want? Then after that—dancing. Let 
no one say that somewhere between the hours 
of seven and eleven he didn’t insert a mighty 
fine time. The annual football banquet cer¬ 
tainly was a "howling” success. Let us hope 
that other years will bring forth as good a team 
and as good a banquet as in 1908. So let’s 
give a—Sis, boom, bah, cuckoo —team! 

ff 

She smiled at all the fellows— 

But nicer at the new; 

For she was the college widow, 

And the old ones knew it too. 
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The Editor wishes to thank those who have 
contributed to this Christmas number. He 
wants to thank them very much. Since he has 
a certain amount of energy to put into thank¬ 
ing and since there are only a few to thank, it is 
necessary to thank them very hard. The fact 
is, it is a difficult job to get students to hand in 
their efforts for THE TECH. Just why is hard 
to see. It may be that every one is too busy. 
We hope so. At any rate there has not been 
an alarming number of contributions to the 
school paper. School paper, did someone say? 
Just what does that mean. Does it imply that 
it should be a representative student issue? 
Does it refer to the fact that what it contains 
should be typical of the school as a whole? It 
certainly does. It is absolutely necessary for 
the success of a paper that the students take a 
live and active interest in it. We do not mean 
to say that the members of Bradley Institute do 
not—far from it. But we do say that a more 
live and active interest would be heartily ap¬ 
preciated. Don’t be afraid to hand in what 
you write. We’ll take a good long look at it 
before we throw it away—or hand it to the 
printer. Everybody write something—sensible 
or foolish—and hand it in and we’ll be ever¬ 
lastingly grateful. Thanks. 


Ra, Ra, Ra,—Rah, Rah, Rah—How are 
those new yells coming? What do you think 
of them? If they’re of any use, learn them. 
If not, don’t learn them (just as if there was 
any use of saying that.) But whether those 
yells are any good at all or not, there has got 
to be cheering. We can’t put forth a good 
team and then not yell for them. It’s not fair. 
Five or ten fellows can’t be expected to keep 
athletics moving for a school of six hundred. 
If they put up the playing, we’ve got to do our 
part and keep the sidelines noisy. What do 
you say? Do you believe it? The Editor 
would like to get the opinion of some other 
people on this thing. He is very forcibly on 
the side of cheering at athletic contests. Ap¬ 
parently some are not. There are always as 
many columns of THE TECH open to ideas 
of other people as can be filled. Anyone and 
everyone are invited to write down their views 
on school yelling as an aid to athletics. 


Some time in the future three people are go¬ 
ing to take a train for Eureka. Each one will 
probably carry a manuscript about a mile long 
filled with " Resolved that” and the like. The 
following day they’re going to come back bear¬ 
ing a huge laurel wreath—so large that it’ll 
probably take about three people to carry it. 
That’s a rather optimistic view to take, isn’t it? 
You might just as well as not. Last year we 
were beaten. It’s their turn this year. But by 
the way, who’s going to administer this beating. 
That’s something that must be decided pretty 
soon. Debating is something in which it seems 
hard to start any interest. Hard or not, there 
has got to be some interest shown this year. 
We are up against a stiff proposition and it’s 
going to make the lucky three work mighty 
hard to win out. They’re going to do it 
though, just as sure as fate. Of course, it’s 
too late to join for the preliminary debate, but 
we can boost for all that’s in us. Let’s get to¬ 
gether and make this Eureka-Bradley debate 
a matter of common interest. Let’s talk it up 
at home, at school, everywhere. What will be 
the effect this year?—not much probably. The 
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real effects will show in about twelve months. 
When the debate comes off next year it won’t 
be necessary to raise the enthusiasm—it’ll be 
there. It takes time to start everything. Last 
year the debate was a success as a whole be¬ 
cause it was something new. This year there 
is the almost certain reaction. In another 
twelve months it will settle down as an ex¬ 
pected matter of history. Until then, it will 
be necessary for certain people to push this 
debate matter pretty hard. I refer to the coach, 
Mr. George, and those who are chosen. Let’s 
all help them. Show that the school takes an 
interest in them. Cheer them up—advertise 
the debate—boost it—everybody go. 

5r 

THE Y. M. C. A. 

Some people think that the number thirteen 
is an omen of misfortune, but Tuesday, the 
13th of October was the most fortunate day in 
the History of the local Y. M. C. A. for some 
years past. On that day Mr. E. O. Jacob, 
Student State Secretary, paid a visit to Bradley. 
As a direct result of that visit a full cabinet 
was elected for the Association and some forty 
men promised to give their aid in any way they 
could, establishing the Association upon a new 
firm footing which it was woefully in need of. 

It has been our aim to hold either a social 
or religious meeting every Thursday noon and 
so far these meetings have been exceedingly 
interesting and entertaining although we are 
sorry to note that comparatively few of the 
fellows have enjoyed them. One large stag 
social was given during the quarter which was 
hugely enjoyed by those who were interested 
enough to come. 

Two joint prayer meetings, held with the 
Y. W. C. A. were held in observance of the 
week of prayer and a Thanksgiving service. 
These proved very helpful. 

Our plan of work for the coming quarter is 
to open a red hot compaign for Bible Study 
students on January 4th, 1909. In order to 


make this a success we want the help of every 
man who has promised to do what he could to 
aid the Association. Mr. George will have 
charge of the Bible Study class, and, if enough 
are interested, a Senior class will be conducted 
by Dr. Packard in a comprehensive study of 
the Bible itself. 

It is our earnest desire to impress upon the 
fellows in Bradley that the Y. M. C. A. is con¬ 
ducted for your benefit. We want to help you 
all we can, and give that help along right lines. 
You come to school for the express purpose of 
mental training and we are offering an oppor¬ 
tunity for the just as essential spiritual training. 
Come to our noon meetings, make yourselves 
joyful at our socials, get out of the rut known 
by stereotyped phrase, “I havn’t time,’’and get 
into a Bible Class. If you havn’t time, take 
time; help us along, benefit yourself and your 
fellow students, accept a cordial invitation to 
join the Y. M. C. A. and whatever you do be 
a Booster. 

if 

He sat in the Sanctum Sanctorum, 

So tired that he fell asleep: 

And to him then a vision came— 

A dream both sweet and deep. 

He saw a lot of students 

With stories—jokes galore: 

They shoved them at him—"Here, do 
take, 

We’ll go and write some more.” 

And then still others came to him: 

We think that we’ll subscribe. 

We might as well pay up now too 

That—you at us can’t gibe. 

A start—he woke up—glanced around, 

But nothing could he say. 

So many tears splashed on the desk. 

His inkwell washed away. 
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Cush (Reading Twelfth Night—" ‘Let me 
alone for swearing! (Aside): Yes, leave the 
swearing to me.’ ” 


Old Santa climbed upon the roof, 

But he was large and stout; 

And half way down he stuck there tight— 
That’s why the fire went out. 

Found in a cooking notebook:—"Method of 
preserving pairs.” 

He got a bowl of lunch room soup, 

From which he ate his fill: 

Two sobs, a gasp, and all was o’er, 

Except the doctor’s bill. 

Dr. Burgess (in Chapel)—"We have this 
week left, the week after that, and then—the 
end.” 


Miss Day (explaining about the short lives 
of Tea-tasters)—'Now, Miss B., what hap¬ 
pens to Tea-tasters?” 

Miss B.—"They die.” 


2 B a mighty football star, 

2 B of wondrous fame, 

2 B picked out from mong^t the rest 
Our mighty fullback came. 

Scene in Chapel—Twelve freshman sitting 
in ten seats—(the two seats nearest the girls 
empty.) 


Fritze (Drawing 16)—"Mr. Evans, what is 
lamented steel?” 

Mr. Evans—"Lamen— oh you mean lamen- 
ated steal.” 


Mr. Comstock (speaking in chapel)—"You 
can listen to what I say, but you will not hear 
a thing.” 

Conway in Chem. I,—defining liquid air, 
explains that it is wet air. 

A new one by Roscoe Neal—"What is the 
difference between two eggs laid by the same 
hen?”—"24 hours.” 

Mr. Evans—"If the top is compressed what 
happens to the bottom?” 

Cush—"It is expressed.” 

H utter (when he first smelled chlorine)— 

"Gee! Don’t your nose smell funny.” 

- / 

E. Coen—"I have a broken heart.” 

Cush—"You had better have a popularity 
contest and boost your circulation.” 

Miss Lee explains that vapor density is 
measured by feet. 


Hutter invents some new mathematics:— 
10% of 100 equals 90. 

What’s the use of loving 
If she won’t reciprocate? 

What’s the use of having 
A cold tete a tete? 

What’s the use of kissing 
If she’s going to go and tell? 

What’s the use of anything? 

Oh well. 


Irene (Looking through a book on home 
building)—"Do you know I believe I’ll buy 
one of these.” 


Conway (watching two horses pulling a 
plow)—"Gee, that middle horse has the hardest 
job.” 
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When Adam in bliss asked Eve for a kiss, 
She puckered her lips with a coo; 

Gave a look so estatic, 

And answered emphatic, 

I really don't care if I do. 

Klotz (coughin')—"I guess I must have 
passed an undertaker's establishment.” 

Fritze—What is the degree of a chemical 
engineer:—C. H. E. 

Cush—"We have two bells for dismissal— 
the first is to sneak out on, the second to be 
excused on.” 

Ask Fritze if he has the gas engine running 
vet. 

Mr. Evans—"Since they have the new 
phonetic spelling the degree of Ph. D. has 
been changed to D. F.” 

B. Cashin—"I belonged to a ‘Rowdy Club' 
once.” 

Kuhl—“I'll bet that you were President.” 

A cowardly pipe is one that lights out. 

Girls are like mosquitos—some stick where 
you don’t want them; others stay till they have 
enough of you. 

Defined. 

Prep —“The beginning of the limit.” 

Freshman—“The limit.” 

Sophomore—“The unlimited.” 

Junior—“Balloon of conceit.” 

Senior—“Escaping gas."—(Ex.) 

Student—“I have a mug here I’d like en¬ 
graved." 

Clerk—“Beg your pardon, sir, the barbershop 
is next door."—(Ex.) 


(•xg)—T U P!P noA 
.ji piS e aq jupjnoM noA—n psaa pua uA\op 
episdn snjj ujm p noA j 1 mou 



One of the biggest affairs of the Tanksgiving 
holidays was the Alpha Pi dance given at Glen 
Oak, Nov. 27. It was made more enjoyable 
by the presence of the Bradley graduates, home 
for the holidays. Those who danced until the 
"wee small” hours, were:—Misses Adams, 
Ulrich, Donathen, Muir, Garrett, C. Voorhees, 

F. Avery, Lidle, Isele, E. Maple, L. De Lent, 
L. Maple, M. King, Boniface, H. King, 
Morris, Moschel L. Hanna, A. DeLent, 
Schurling, R. Rogers, Cashin, Strehlow, Sum¬ 
mers; Messrs. Klotz, Spurck, Straesser, Kuhl, 
West, Mercer, D. Smith, Welles, Schenck, R. 
Keller, Lawrence, Benton, Proctor, Fuller, 
Bennett, Pedrick, Bourland, Lynch, Meeker, 

G. Kellar, Plowe, Craig and Carson. 

On Dec. 5th, the younger girls lunched at 
the Colonial and spent a delightful afternoon 
at the matinee, afterwards. The party included, 
Misses Cockle, Walker, Foreman, Pindetl, 
Potter, Cashin, Hancock, Farra, Benton, and 
Buckley. 

The Omicron Tri Kappa sorority held the 
informal initiation of Misses Triebel, Leininger 
and Keith ley, on Nov. 20th at Bess Estep's 
home. The formal initiation occurred Friday 
Dec. 4. The usual spread followed of which 
all the town girls partook. 

Nov. 24, Mrs. G. McMurray entertained 
her Lambda Phi sisters at tea in her new home 
on Barker Ave. Those who enjoyed her 
hospitality were:—Mrs. Shofe; Misses Cameron, 
Muir, Donathen, Lidle, Shurling, Boniface, 
Summers, Coen, Hodges, DeLent, Moschel 
and Garrett. 

Thanksgiving evening the Sigma Tau Betas 
had a box party at the “Awakening of Mr. 
Pipp." Those who enjoyed the play were: 
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Misses Cooper, Maple, Estep, Richmond, 
Donley; Messrs. Pfeiffer, Alyward, Webster, 
Donley, Ottenheimer, and Bennett. 

Nov. 25, occurred the 9th annual banquet 
of the Phi Lambda Xi fraternity. The banquet 
was served at the Creve Coeur Club and was 
enjoyed by twenty-five of the members of the 
fraternity. Mr. Roy Page of Chicago the 
founder of the Bradley chapter was present and 
toasts were responded to by Messrs. Oliver, 
Faber, Seymour, and Bikle. Mr. Cooper in¬ 
troduced the toastmaster Miles Fuller. 

The Tri Kappas indulged in a theatre party 
at the Majestic, Friday Nov. 27. "The Awak¬ 
ening of Mr. Pipp” was reported "fine”. 

The Omicrons are planning for their annual 
luncheon to be served at the Creve Coeur 
Club on Dec. 29, also their holiday dance for 
New Year's night. 

The Lambda Phi Sorority are making pre¬ 
parations for their annual dance to be given at 
the Women's Club Dec. 23rd. 

Dec. 11th Miss Emily Benton entertained at 
dinner to some of her friends who came dressed 
for a children's party. Miss Benton’s guests 
were the Misses. Pindell, Cockle, Foreman, 
Buckley, Potter, Hancock, Cashin, Plowe, 
Pindell, Farra, Mercer, Reid and Strehlow. 

On Thanksgiving afternoon "a bunch of 
girls” had a theatre party at the "Stubborn 
Cinderella”. The girls were McLaughlin, 
Faber, Rogers, Goss, Dombrowski, Heyle and 
Plowe. 

Sat. Nov. 28, Miss Medora Myers' home 
was the scene of a Tri Kappa festivity. A 
spread was the jollification after which some 
of their boy friends dropped in and shared in 
the fun. 

Nov. 21, the matinee at the Majestic was 
taken in by a few girls, after which Miss Bess 
Morris was hostess at a spread. It was en¬ 
joyed by Misses E. Love; Morris, J. Love, M. 
Bailey, R. Bailey, Kamman, Westlake, and R. 
Russel. 

Friday, Dec. 4, after the initiation of Paul 
Welles, the Alpha Pi’s had a “'big feed” at their 
rooms under the "Butcher Shop”. 


The Tri Kappa's announce their annual 
dance for the 22nd of December. 

Dec. 8th Miss Una Garrett was hostess to 
her Lambda Phi sisters at her home on Callen¬ 
der Ave. 

The Alpha Pi Fraternity is making great 
preparations for its decennial banquet at the 
Creve Coeur Club on the 26th of December. 

CALHOUN HARRINGTON’S 
STORY 

As my friend and I rode our watch that 
spring night, all nature was quiet, and we 
seemed to fall into a mood of confidence. The 
blurred breathing of many hundred cattle acted 
as a balm to quiet any other but serious 
thoughts. The stars overhead seemed clearer 
and larger that night than they had on previous 
evenings. Off to the west, the foot-hills of the 
Sierra Nevadas appeared as if they were but a 
few hundred rods away, although they were a 
hundred miles or more distant. 

He looked so sad that I told him I was sorry 
to recall anything that was unpleasant. As we 
rode home in silence, I noticed that his jaw was 
firmly set and his temples throbbed as if anger 
or sorrow had taken possession of his thoughts. 

As I said neither of us had spoken as wo* 
were rounding the herd on that night before the 
round-up. The moon, shining over the peaks 
of the Sierra Nevadas, made the night almost 
as light as day. Cal turned in his saddle and 
looking at it, slowly shook his head. 

"How the heavens even try to remind me of 
my sorrow.” 

He spoke in a quiet tone. 

"Tell me about it, old man,” I said as I 
stopped my pony until he was beside me. 

"It was just such a night as this that caused 
my ruin. That night the moon and stars shone 
as they do now. The surroundings were a 
little different though. Instead of this sage and 
chaparral, there were hurrying carriages and gay 
cafes filled with after-theatre parties. Except 
in the busy thoroughfares, the street lamps were 
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not burning on account of the bright moon¬ 
light” 

He lit his pipe and after a while resumed. 
"My wife and I were coming home from the 
theatre and as the moon shone in the carriage, 
I noticed a bracelet of strange pattern upon her 
wrist. I thought it must have been a new one, 
and taking her hand, brought it nearer the win¬ 
dow that I might look at the novelty. Perceiv¬ 
ing my intention, she snatched her hand away 
and tried to unfasten the bracelet. Then see¬ 
ing that she had made a mistake, she let her 
hands lie in her lap. I could tell by her actions 
that something was amiss and asked her why 
she was so confused." 

f, I don't see why you want to see that; you 
never looked, you never seemed to care before 
what I wore." 

"She spoke feverishly, then in a more natural 
tone, added, "It is the new bracelet Clorida 
sent me last week." Clorida happened to be 
her cousin with whom she was on not too in¬ 
timate terms. 

"I took her hand and bringing the bracelet 
in the light, noticed that it was decorated in an 
Oriental scroll, with lotus flowers of a peculiar 
reddish gold. In the centre of each flower was 
a Persian Amesk. Altogether it seemed an 
expensive gift for one woman to give to another. 
I told her as much and word followed word, 
so that by the time we had reached home, we 
were in a very heated discussion. 

"You may not know that back East, we do 
not see much of our wives. We men go to 
our clubs and the women to their affairs, so 
that there may be days when we do not see 
each other. Home-life is almost unknown in 
the circle in which I lived. I did not see 
much of my wife for several days after the 
night of our quarrel, until one afternoon as I 
came home from the office, I met her in the 
vestibule as she was leaving the house. We 
spoke very coldly to each other and only in a 
formal manner." 

"That night I thought I would come home 
early and try to make amends for my rudeness 
towards her the night in the carriage. When 


I came home, I found that she was not there. 
I inquired of her maid where she was and 
found that she had gone to a bridge-party. Of 
course, I knew it would be useless to aw r ait her 
return (for these functions often lasted until far 
into the night). 

"I went up to my room and as I was sitting 
before my desk looking over some letters, my 
valet brought in a book that I had asked for in 
the afternoon. He lingered about the desk as 
if he had something to say. 

"He was a negro who had been with me 
ever since I had left Virginia some five years 
before. You know that if a negro's confidence 
and respect is once won, it is kept forever. He 
had taken a liking to me and when he found 
that I was going to leave the old plantation, he 
begged so hard to be taken along, that I finally 
consented. 

"As he kept standing beside my desk, I knew 
that he wanted to ask a favor, the gift of a di 1- 
lar perhaps, for he was always without money. 
‘Well Jim,’ I said, ‘what can I do for you this 
evening.’ 

" ‘Mista Harrington,’ he replied, 'I don't 
want to hurt you, but why don't you make that 
fiddler leave the missus alone? Of course, it's 
no business of mine, but he is always cornin’ 
here when you all is away, and I don't think he 
means right by it. He sure don’t look honest 
to me.' 

"I jumped up and involuntarily grasped him 
by the shoulder. I would have hurled him to 
the floor, had not his truthfulness in former 
years flashed through my mind. I dropped my 
hand and asked him what on earth he meant. 

" ‘I'm tellin' you the truth, Mista Harring¬ 
ton,’ he stammered, ‘that fiddler don’t mean no 
good. He ain’t always coming here for 
nothin'. I believe that they are goin’ to leave 
you and skip out. The other mornin’ as I was 
cornin’ down stairs I heard someone in that 
there mornin'-room. When I went by, the 
door was partly open and I jes naterly looked 
in as I went by. They was in there sittin' to¬ 
gether, holding hands.’ 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 




FOR STUDENTS—W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE STORE, 207 S. ADAMS ST. 



LOMBARD TOO HEAVY 

On Wednesday, Nov. 11, Bradley was de¬ 
feated by the Lombard College foot ball team 
by a score of 18 to 12. The whole story is 
told when it is said that Bradley was unable to 
stop the short end runs by the fast and heavy 
Lombard back field. Rodcliff was the particu¬ 
lar star at this for Lombard. The Bradley 
team played hard and fast, and with some very 
brilliant work by Conway succeeded in finish¬ 
ing the first half with a score 12-6 in Bradley’s 
favor. But in the second half the opposing 
team’s weight and strength tired the Bradley 


team and Lombard 

score. 

added 12 

more to their 

Bradley 


Lombard 

Pfeiffer, 

l.e. 

Ross, 

How r ard, 

l.t. 

Wertman, 

Fritze, 

kg. 

Case, 

Miller, 

c. 

Behringer, 

Durley, Forrest, 

r-g- 

Gallop, 

Durley, Cushing, 

r.t. 

Bustard, 

Craig, 

r.e. 

Foster, 

Conway, 

q.b. 

Cropper, 

Clark, 

r.h.b. 

Rodcliff, 

Aylward, Bennett 

l.h.b. 

Root 

Mason, 

f.b. 

McCleist, 


Touchdowns—Conway (2), Rodcliff (3). 
Goals from touchdown—Miller (2), Ross(3) 
Referee—Keithly. Umpire—Triebel, 
Field judge—Burnside. 


Head linesman—Ebaugh. 

Time of halves—30 and 25 minutes. 


CHARLESTON NORMAL 26; 
BRADLEY 0. 

On Saturday, Nov. 14, Bradley went to 
Charleston. They were too much for us: too 
much speed, too much weight, too much Beld- 
ing, and too much referee. The Bradley team 
played hard against heavy odds, but were de¬ 
feated by a better team with the score of 26 
to 0. For the first half Bradley held the Nor¬ 
mals down to five points, but the second half 
was too much. The line up of the Bradley 
team was, Bennett, l.e.; Durley, Howard, l.t.; 
Fritze, Cushing, I.g,; Pfeiffer, c.; Forrest, r.g.; 
Miller, r.t.; Craig, Durley, Mercer, Brande, r.e.; 
Conway, q.b.; Aylward, r.h.b.; Clark, l.h.b.; 
Mason, f.b. 


BRADLEY OUTPLAYS ILLINOIS 
COLLEGE 


On Saturday, Nov. 21, Bradley closed the 
football season by defeating Illinois College 28 
to 5. It was a well played game from every 
standpoint of Bradley, while with Illinois it 
was simply an inability to stop Conway’s long 
runs and his forward passes. Three of Brad¬ 
ley’s touchdowns were the results of long 
spectacular runs by Conway. The other two 
were directly due to his successful forward 
passes, one to Craig, and the other to Pfeiffer 
who outdistanced the whole Illinois team in a 
hundred yard sprint. Illinois’ one score came 
after a series of line bucks. It was just the 
right sort of game to put the crowd in the 
proper spirit for the Annual banquet that oc- 
cured directly after the game. The line up: 


Bradley 

Pfeiffer, Durley, 
Howard, 

Forrest, 


Illinois 
l.e. Patton, McDonald, 
l.t. Ainsworth, 

l.g. Potter, 
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Miller, 

c. 

Waters, 

Ault, l.g. 

0 

0 

Fritze, Meidroth 

r-g- 

Moore, 

Becker, r.g. 

1 

0 

Durley, Fritze, 

r.t. 

Vaught, 

Haungs, r.g. 

1 

0 

Craig, 

r.e. 

Noll, 




Conway, Brande, 

q.b. 

Swain, 


21 

5 Total points 47, 

Aylward, 

r.h.b. 

Deitrich, 

Dn a t\T T?\7 

Field 

Foul 

Bennett, 

l.h.b. 

Henry, Wright, 

dKAULIlY 

Goals 

Goals 

Mason, 

f.b. Carey, Meldrum, 

Conway, r.f. 

4 

2 

Touchdowns— 

-Conway (3), 

Craig, Pfeiffer, 

Smith, l.f. 

2 

2 

Deitrich. 



Munns, capt. c. 

2 

0 


Goals from touchdown—Miller 3. 
Referee—Keithley. 

U mpire—Bowen. 

Field judge—Lidle. 

Head linesman—Johnson. 

Timer—Lord. 

Time of halves—25-25. 

5r 


Mercer, r.g. 
Kuhl, l.g. 
Lester, l.g. 


0 

1 

0 


0 

0 

0 


One point awarded Bradley. Total points 23. 

Referee—Cushing; Umpire—Schenck; Time 
—Klotz. 




BRADLEY vs. CLIPPERS 

On Thursday December 3rd, the Bradley 
basket ball season was opened with a game 
with the Clippers in the Y. M. C. A. Gymna¬ 
sium. The score was Clippers 47, Bradley 23. 
At the end of the first half it was 20-10 in favor 
of Clippers. For Bradley, Conway and 
Munns showed brightest: Smith at forward 
and Kuhl and Mercer at guard showed well as 
new men in these positions. Ebaugh is under 
the doctor's care and may not get into the 
game this season. In the first game, the team 
work that will develop as the season goes on 
was a little lacking as was the accuracy of 
some of the players at throwing foul goals. 
Bradley rooters should be well pleased with 
the showing made against Clippers, for con¬ 
sidering the quality of the Clipper team we 
can well expect that with a little more practice 


our team will develop 
The score follows: 

championship 

Clippers S* s 

Foul 

Goals 

Burkhart, l.f. 2 

0 

Forrest, r.f. 10 

0 

Rutherford,capt. c. 7 

5 


A STORY 

By the time Williams and Satterlee came to 
the path through the lonely jungle, it had be¬ 
come entirely dark, and the earth seemed given 
over to the mercy of the wind and the rain and 
the lightnings. They hurried still faster, for 
to be caught in an Indian forest during a storm 
at night is something even the natives try to 
avoid. The two traders had made their week¬ 
ly visit to the headquarter of the "Company” 
in Singapore, and while there had heard the 
first news of the native uprising in the hills. 
Several skirmishes had occurred, but the natives 
would not come out in the open. 

As the traders started to leave the company 
headquarters, Osborne their chief, came out 
and told them that they had better wait till the 
trouble had blown over; but hardened as they 
were by constant exposure to all sorts of danger, 
they determined to risk it. Had there been 
signs then of the tropical storm that was brew¬ 
ing a short time afterwards they would not 
have started. 

Again and again the very earth seemed to 
shake, and the thunder kept the depth of the 
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forests answering to a continual volley of artil¬ 
lery. Suddenly, after one flash that lighted up 
the tall swaying trees and the damp, beaten 
down grass. Williams felt Satterlee grasphis arm. 
"Look”, he whispered hoarsely; and at the 
next flash Williams saw his companion point¬ 
ing to the base of a huge tree, around which 
the ground was all trampled, as though there 
had been a struggle of some sort. There, faces 
and heads bared to the merciless storm, lay 
huddled the figures of two men in the uniform 
of Her Majesty’s Guards. One at a glance, 
proved to be dead. The other, half leaning 
on, half supporting his comrade, was barely 
alive. A sword-cut had laid open the whole 
top of his head and the rain had washed the 
blood down onto his face. His eyes stared 
straight before him, blank and unseeing. 

There was no hesitation in the manner of 
the two travelers. Quickly and tenderly they 
gathered up the living man, without hardly a 
second look at the the other. And now began 
a long, hard journey through the tropical forest. 
The tall dank grass, at any time hard to plow 
through, was now almost impossible with their 
common burden. At times a flash of lightning 
lighted up the surrounding forest, showing the 
swaying trunks and the glistening leaves of the 
great trees. The wind blew the rain against 
their faces like fine gravel. Once or twice 
they were forced to go out of their way because 
of trees that had blown across the path during 
the storm. Once they lost their way and were 
forced to spend a long time hunting for the 
path again. It seemed an age before they 
reached their little shack in the clearing. 

First they bolted the door securely. Then 
they turned their attention to the dying man. 
The water had leaked in on their blankets in 
the corner, but as they had no other bedding, 
they laid him on these. Then while Satterlee 
held the sputtering candle, Williams tied a rag 
around the poor head. 

Gradually a wild look had begun to creep 
into the staring eyes of the man, the look of a 
mad man. Williams felt the white forehead 
and muttered something about fever. As he 


started to rise again, he noticed that the man 
was struggling to speak and leaning down, 
heard, "Bill—Bill—I ran, Bill”. That was all. 

The two men sat for a long time watching 
the thing on the blankets. They could hear 
the incessant beat of the rain on the roof, the 
rumble of the thunder, the shriek of the wind 
in the tree-tops, the swish-swash of the wet 
leaves as the trunks swayed back and forth; 
and now and then came through the cracks 
around the door suggestions of the lightnings 
that played outside. Then again sounded the 
hollow mocking voice from the bed, first halt¬ 
ingly, then stronger. "Oh Bill,—can—can 
you forgive me—When I saw—saw ’em com¬ 
ing—I was—scared—I ran—I don’t know 
how far—Then I seemed to see—-.see—see you 
fighting ’em all alone—and I thought what the 
boys would—think of me—when I came back 
to camp without you—And I couldn’t stand it 
—and went back—but you were down Bill—I 
was too late—One of ’em had your sword—I 
jumped at the whole—bunch of ’em and 
knocked one down with my gun—then the big 
fellow with your sword—your sword Bill—hit 
me on the head— I followed—tried to follow 
—him—a little ways—but I was dizzy—fell 
down—crawled—crawled back—to you—then 
—laid down—Oh Bill—can you for—forgive 

me—I ran a-Water, water, Oh God! 

how my head hurts.” 

Satterlee poured a few drops down his throat 
while Williams raised him to a sitting posture 
Then, as they lowered him again, he moved one 
arm as though to feel his head, but changed his 
mind and held it straight above him, as if 
pleading for something. Then in a lull in the 
storm they heard him murmur, "Yes Bill—I 
came back—I’m coming back—can you—can 

you for-Oh Bill, I knew you’d forgive me 

—I’m coming Bill”. The arm dropped on 
the body with a dull thud. The man was 
gone. There was silence for a full minute 
and then Williams spoke, "I thank God he 
was forgiven.” 


J. Z., ’10. 
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A DEAL IN CHICKENS 

One of the things which brings the greatest 
joy to the heart of the average small boy, is to 
join with a few kindred spirits and form what 
they usually call, "The Gang”. 

When I was about twelve years of age, I 
was fortunate enough to become a charter- 
member of one of these organizations; the scene 
of our adventures being in and around a small 
town in central Indiana. We called ourselves 
"The Mob” and though there were only six 
of us, our depredations no doubt, led the ex¬ 
asperated residents to believe that there were 
three times that number. Our misdeeds in¬ 
cluded almost everything, from nailing playing 
cards to the minister’s front door, to stealing 
chickens; but they were brought to an abrupt 
and painful finish by the adventure which I am 
about to relate. 

For a whole summer we had prowled around 
the edges of town, plundering strawberry-beds, 
orchards, and watermelon patches, without 
detection and now, emboldened by our success 
we decided to capture and sell a dozen or so of 
chickens which had their feeding grounds in 
the pastures and wood-lots. Proceeding im¬ 
mediately to work out our idea, we caught an 
even dozen fine young chickens. 

The next thing to be considered was, who 
should carry our plunder down to the poultry 
dealer’s. Our leader, by some logic of his own, 
decided that, being the youngest members, one 
other boy and myself would be the least liable 
to suspicion and that we should be the ones to 
go. There was no appeal from his decision* so, 
picking up our burden, we proceeded, by devi¬ 
ous and forbidden paths, toward the poultry- 
house, thus doing the very thing which would 
awaken suspicion if we were seen. In crossing 
our road we almost ran into the Methodist 
Minister, but dodged back and hid in the 
weeds until he was past. 

We disposed of the chicken without diffi¬ 
culty and with the proceeds bought candy, 
soda-pop, fishing-tackle and a half a dozen 
pocket knives, things dear to a boy’s heart. 
We carried our purchases to our stronghold in 


the woods, ate and drank the refreshments, hid 
the rest away, and then, having performed a 
good day’s work, repaired to our several homes 
for supper. 

In my home, the evening meal passed as 
usual, but after I had finished eating, my 
father inquired casually, as to what I had been 
doing all day. I immediately began to get 
nervous and replied in a rather weak voice that 
we boys had been out in the woods hunting 
bird’s eggs. He then related how the Metho¬ 
dist Minister had seen us sneaking through by¬ 
ways and alleys and followed us at a distance, 
had watched the whole proceeding up to our 
selling the fowl. I suffered an internal col¬ 
lapse, but managed to stammer out that the 
chickens belonged to the other boy, and that 
we were selling them for his father. Next, he 
asked me if the other boys of our gang knew 
about it and I inadvertently replied that they did. 

A conference of our fathers, next day, 
brought to light the fact that each one of us 
had told a different story and that one of the 
bo>s had broken down and "given the whole 
thing dead away”. That evening each of the 
interested papas appeared at our house with 
his recreant son in tow and for a full hour, we 
criminals sat with shaking limbs and scared 
faces and listened to them discussing in awful 
tones, ways and means of keeping us out of the 
penitentiary. 

We were kept in a state of fearful uncertain¬ 
ty for about a week and were then told that 
the town marshall had decided to let us off, if 
we were each given a good sound thrashing. I 
was taken into the woodshed and turned over 
a saw-horse, while father labored diligently 
with a shingle. After he had finished he told 
me that it hurt him quite as much as it did me. 
I replied that perhaps it • did, but not in the 
same place; whereupon, the experience was 
repeated. 

In a few days, a secret meeting of "The 
Mob” was held at which we voted unaniously 
to become law-abiding citizens. For a while 
at least, we kept to our decision. I learned 
afterward that the chickens which we had 
stolen belonged to my own father. R. C. 
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BURIED ALIVE 

"Mr. Faucer was a good man and a good 
Christian, but God has seen fit to remove him 
from this earthly world, and take him to Him¬ 
self. So let us consider his gain, rather than 
our loss.” 

Whose voice was thatr Could it be the 
minister's? Mr. Faucer! I was Mr. Faucer. 
But what had happened? Where was I? 
There seemed to be a blank in my memory. 
I had been ill; yes the doctor had said:—"He 
is ill, very ill, and he has been unconsious for 
so long that I fear his recovery is doubtful.” 
That much had I heard the doctor say and 
then I knew nothing more. 

Now, that man was talking about me; yes; 
it could be about none other than myself. But 
why should he talk like that? As I tried to 
reason this out in my clouded brain, I felt as if 
I was being moved, carried bed and all. But 
no,—it was no bed that I was in, but a narrow 
box, covered with a glass lid. What! could I 
be in a coffin and alive? How absurd, I 
thought. I would kick the cover off, get up, 
and make an end to all this foolishness. But 
it seemed I could not move a muscle. I tried 
to cry out, but even my tongue refused to 
move. I tried again and again. There was 
no sound, save the grating, squealing noise of 
the rollers as my box was slid slowly into the 
hearse and the door closed after it. 

As I listened, the driver spoke to his horses, 
the wheels grated on the stones and I was be¬ 
ing carried away alive, in a dead man's place. 
Each moment seemed an hour. My past life 
flashed before my mind. I saw the boy whom 
I had run over by reckless driving; his distorted 
face; his mangled limb. I saw the agony of 
the drowning man, whom I was powerless to 
save, because I could not swim. 

Ages passed. Finally the horses stopped. 
Then the door was opened, the coffin pulled 
out, and placed on the ground. Was I to be 
burried alive? No,—I would move, I would 
shriek. This was my last chance, but the 
more I tried, the more I realized how fruitless 
my efforts were. A sound, a movement, per¬ 


haps a wink would suffice to save me, but no, 
—I could not even move an eyelid. I was as 
silent, as motionless, as helpless as the very 
box itself. 

Again my prison was moved, carried into 
the darkness and placed on the ground. The 
bearers went out; I heard the heavy iron doors 
shut with a clang; the key turned in the lock; 
and then all was silent. 

Silent did I say? Yes, there was not a sound. 
The very stillness hurt my ears. My brain 
whirled. I seemed to see something on the 
coffin lid. Perhaps it was a fancy of my 
troubled brain; but no, even as I looked the 
thing began to glide away. It wriggled to the 
edge and slid off. I was in a den of snakes. 
A chill shook my body from head to foot. 
"Let me out,”—I cried. The sound of my 
own voice terrified me. With all my feeble 
strength, I pushed against the coffin lid. It 
gave way. I crawled out of the box and 
started for the iron doors. I shook them until 
my strength was exhausted, then I fell to the 
ground. Some one approached and turned the 
lock. The door opened and an old man with 
a long gray beard looked in. It was the keeper 
of the cemetery. "Hold”, I cried, starting up, 
"Let me out". The old man seemed sudden¬ 
ly to go insane. He shrieked, threw up his 
hands and was gone. I tottered to the door. 
It was unlocked. 

C. A. A., '10. 

sSf 

Freshman—"So you believe it is possible for 
one to live without brains?" 

Prof—"Yes." 

Freshman—"How long have they lived with¬ 
out them?" 

Prof.—"Let’s see, how old are you."—(Ex.) 

She (in a friendly tone): "By the way, are 
you going to take supper anywhere tomorrow 
evening?” 

He (eagerly): "Why, no—not that I know 
of.” 

She (serenely): "My, won’t you be hungry 
the next morning.”—(Ex.) 
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THE RANGER FROM THE VAL¬ 
LEY 

‘I wish those crazy prospectors had waited 
a couple of weeks afore ‘looking’ the "Valley”. 
That smoke from over Bitter Root way is get¬ 
ting pretty dense and the place is mighty dry 
just now. A worser wind would play smash, 
anyway, if it would only rain more ’n a drop 
at a time, maybe those air fires could be — Oh 
shucks! Whats the use. Lets go eat, eh 
Pony?” 

So mused Jay Green the government forest 
ranger, as he clambered down from the rocky 
cliff where he had been viewing the landscape 
of the Lolo Reserve. All August had passed 
without a drop of rain and the first week of 
September was now slipping by without a sign 
of the much needed water. The forests were 
as dry as a chip and the dense woods on the 
Bitter Root Mountains had been ablaze for 
days, till now the dense smoke like a light 
blue veil had settled upon the surrounding 
country, its pungent oder assailing the nostrils 
even as far away as Bonta, making them sting 
and smart. 

Jay Green was not long in tending to the 
pony and getting his supper; after which he 
telephoned to the Assistant, his report and the 
progress of the fire as he could see it. He 
spent some time in his cabin and just before 
turning in, decided to take a look at the fire. 
As he left the cabin and walked around the 
cliff under which it was situated, he was sur¬ 
prised at the force of the wind, and it was with 
a decided feeling of unrest that he lay down on 
his balsam bed. 

It was a little after two the next morning 
when he was awakened by the violent ringing 
of his telephone. He staggered sleepily over 
to it, but his lethargy straightway disappeared 
when he heard his chief say: 

‘‘Harrison has just phoned from 27 that the 
fire has jumped Smoky River and is coming 
your way. Get the miners out from 13 as 
soon as possible, for this wind is tearing things 
up in great style. Try to check the blaze at 


Sand Creek, but for pity’s sake be careful of 
back firing. I’ll get there as soon as I can. 
No one loose?” 

“No one,” was the answer. “Hold on 
though—those ’spectors went ‘looking’ Dismal 

Valley yesterday morning. That all?- 

Good bye.” He hung up the reciever with a 
bang, stuck his head out of the door and 
whistled to his horse. In a remarkable short 
time he was in the saddle and on his way, 
the red glow lighting his path. In a short 
time, the sun, a fiery ball, showed itself over 
the top of the distant mountains. As Jay 
looked, he saw approaching a calvacade. It 
was the alarmed miners from Section 13, who 
were fleeing from the all destroying flames. 

He rested his horse giving it a chance to re¬ 
cover its wind as they approached; then he di¬ 
rected them as to what they were to do at 
Smoky river while he hunted up the prospec¬ 
tors. They assumed their duties readily 
especially as in the company were two men 
who had had experience in fighting the flames; 
and Jay rode on. 

“Now for those fool prospectors,” he said as 
he turned his horse onto a cross trail. “Here’s 
where we get ours, old boy. There’s a good 
hard ride ahead of us and no mistake. Those 
crazy pikers never saw a woods before. T hey 
don’t know nothing about them woods. But 
we’ll get them, eh old boy? Come on, a little 
faster,” and he leaned over and patted his 
pony’s neck. 

The ranger rode on and on. The wind had 
increased in violence and bent low the tops of 
the tall firs lining the trail. The air grew hot¬ 
ter and hotter, the smoke denser, while the sun 
in its ascendency seemed to hang in space, a 
ball of orange and red. Fine ashes floated 
everywhere, choking both horse and rider. A 
low roar as of a far distant waterfall became 
audible. The light became more lurid; occa¬ 
sional sparks flew in the way of the rider as he 
spurred his horse to further efforts. 

A shot, then another. The ranger drew rein 
and his sweating horse came to a halt. A 
silence ensued, broken only by the distant roar 




20 


THE TECH 


of the fire, then again came the crack of a re¬ 
volver. Drawing his own gun Jay Green fired 
several times and galloped on, turning almost 
at rightangles, onto a branch trail. After several 
minutes of hard riding, he came to a miner’s 
outfit, then another and another, and again 
shooting his revolver he dashed on. It was 
not long before he discerned the men in the 
dense smoke, two of them trying to push on 
further, the third sitting dejectedly on his horse. 

The ranger yelled and as he dashed up, 
ordered them to follow and ‘‘Hustle or burn." 
The three miners had not noticed his approach 
till he yelled and then seeing a chance of escape, 
followed. They almost choked in the dense 
smoke and flying ashes, and they could see but 
dimly through the smoke reddened by the roar¬ 
ing flame behind them. The sun had disap¬ 
peared. Trees seemed to droop and shrivel in 
the heat. They caught up and were passed by 
frantic animals fleeing from the enemy behind. 
The wind grew stronger. Brands of fire fell 
about them. Huge flaming branches soaring 
high in the air, fell like meteors behind them, 
about them, ahead of them. The horses’ sides 
ran red from the repeated jabs of the cruel 
spurs. Still they dashed forward, into a 
small creek and on again through the brush. 

Suddenly a horse fell, its leg broken. Jay, 
with a muttered curse drew his revolver and in 
a moment the animal lay still. The unhorsed 
miner jumped up behind Green and forward 
they went again. The horses frantic with fear, 
darted madly on. Myriads of sparks took the 
place of ashes. 

The fire was now upon their very heels. 
Bushes and undergrowth about them blazed 
up, reaching out fiery tongues to lick up the 
fleeing men. The wall of fire crackled and 
roared behind them. Their clothing, their 
hands and faces were burned and scorched. 
The horses were foaming and blowing from 
their tremendous exertions. 

Trees around them were catching fire as if 
by magic; the flames ran from roots to tips with 
the rapidity of lightning; the trees looked like 
gigantic torches. Those more resinous then 


others burst open with a report like a cannon’s, 
sending showers of sparks in all directions. 
The horses ran neck to neck with an enormous 
silver tip bear unnoticing the proximity of the 
dreaded animal. Suddenly their second wind 
seemed to come to them, for the two horses of 
the miners passed that of the ranger with its 
double load like fresh horses passing a tired 
out racer. 

“We’re saved, we’re saved,” yelled the fore¬ 
most man as his horse jumped from a six foot 
embankment into the icy water of Cloud River, 
formed among the snows near the top of Quartz 
mountain. 

The men supporting themselves by their 
saddle bows, were swept on with great rapidicy 
by the tremendous current. Fire roared on 
both sides of them; the waters steamed in the 
intense heat. The men kept under water as 
much as possible and with chattering teeth ex¬ 
posed their faces to be scorched when they 
were forced to come to the surface for fresh air. 

A terrible half hour passed and then they 
clambered ashore, to a scene of desolation 
and ruin. Hardly had they drawn their shiver¬ 
ing bodies from the water when a vivid streak 
of lightning struck among the fast receeding 
wall of flames, followed instantly by a peal of 
thunder and torrents of rain. 

As they stood in the pouring rain the trio of 
miners tried to thank him but he immediatly 
stopped them by saying, “Shut up. You 
pikers make me tired; always a-gettin’ in the 
road when anythings on and always in trouble. 
You ought to be kicked off the earth. Why 
you’ve made me lose a chance to stop that 
fire.” And setting down on a charred log he 
placed some mud on his burnt hands and face, 
muttering something about, “Fools who didn’t 
know enough to come in out of the rain.” 

E. M., ’09. 

Sister Ann: "Did you get any marks at 
school terday, Bill?" 

Bill: "Yes, but they’re where they don’t 
show."—(Ex.) 
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COEDUCATION 

"I am sick and tired of Coeducation!” This 
from Lucy was a surprise and a shock to the 
whole family! Goodness knows she had had 
"affairs” enough to satisfy anybody and how 
could she ever have managed to get in three or 
four a month in anything but a coeducational 
school? 

We were assembled in the library discussing 
a very important question; what to do with 
Jane, Lucy and Jack now that they were ready 
for college. Jane had been out a year having 
her health "mended” and Jack and Lucy, the 
twins, had just graduated from the Los Angeles 
High School. 

"I say Mount Holyoke,” pleaded Lucy and 
Jane together. "We are just crazy to go 
there. Oh father!”—Jane swung her arms 
around and brought her hands together with 
that gesture of hers which long practice before 
the mirror has rendered so charming. "Just 
think! Such beautiful walks and a little hill 
and on top is a little thing they call a ‘pepper 
box' and below a long beautiful slope where 
they give little plays sometimes!” 

Dad grunted. “John, I suppose you’ll 
have to go some place where they will have 
‘glorious bluffs’ with ‘perfectly darling salt 
shakes or ice cream freezers’ on top?” 

John arose from off my best rag doll (the 
mean thing!) and stood in injured dignity be¬ 
fore Dad. 

“You know I have always looked forward 
to Princeton, Sir.” 

“Well! Well,” exclaimed Dad, “I can not 
send the three of you so far east; it’s hard 
enough to have so many in college at all. I 
have always noticed that the minute you begin 
to wear four dollar shoes you want five dollar 
ones. When you were uncertain of going to 
college at all, Berkeley or Stanford filled your 
dreams’. Now it’s Mount Holyoke and 
Princeton. And then, I am a firm believer in 
coeducation. I think it beneficial to all parties 
concerned for boys and girls to master their 
school tasks together. As men and women 
they will have to meet the struggles of life side 


by side. I am willing to give you your choice 
between Berkeley and Stanford, but I don’t want 
to send you east.” 

“Father!” cried Lucy “We are so disap¬ 
pointed! And” (her voice full of tears) “Co¬ 
education is dreadful! If I have to—stand it 
much longer it will—just—break—my—heart!” 

(I could not help smiling). 

“And that ‘pepperbox’ is only a—a—figura¬ 
tive term you know,” added Jane, “What I am 
crazy about is the wonderful girls you meet 
and the grand teachers and the exquisite scen¬ 
ery and the sweet-” 

“Oh RATS!” ejaculated Dad, “I want you 
to learn less wobbly English for one thing, and 
to cut out the ‘sweet’ ‘exquisite’ ‘darling’. 
The training at these seminaries only increases 
that.” 

“I should think you’d be afraid Pd catch it, 
then, ‘ suggested Jack. 

“Come!” exclaimed Dad in an impatient 
tone, “This arguing is useless. Choose be¬ 
tween those two or stay at home.” 

“Give us a week to decide,” said Jack. 

“Well, the catalogues are here on the table.” 

I did not hear any more, I was so busy try¬ 
ing to pound poor Betsy back into shape, but a 
week or two later Lucy and Jack declared that 
twins they were and twins they always would 
be; that they would go together to Berkeley and 
either flunk or win honors as the case might be. 

“I’m going to Stanford then,” said Jane 
“We aren’t triplets.” 

I had a great time that winter with the 
others gone and nobody to bother me. Dad 
gave me less money, but I had more chance to 
be sensible than I ever had before or since. 
The Baker boys and I dug up all Lucy’s silly 
rose bushes to have more room for our tennis 
court, and I put all of Jane’s mirrors down 
cellar, so I could use her room for a gymnasium. 

I was ten years old then and ugly as a 
horned toad; skinny as a watermelon vine,— 
with red hair and millions of freckles. Jane 
and Lucy have been beautiful ever since I can 
remember although their baby pictures are no 
better looking than mine. 
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Their letters home were few and brief. A 
little after Thanksgiving Lucy informed us that 
she was going to bring home a perfectly darling 
girl, the most beautiful girl she had ever seen; 
that her name was Elizabeth and she lived in 
an eastern state and would not have any Christ¬ 
mas unless she brought her home. 

Of course Dad made no objection and we 
began to plan a jolly reception for them. As 
their train was due in Los Angeles at 9:30 
P. M., we arranged to have a big dinner Snd a 
beautifully lighted tree waiting for them. 

“The children have never all been away so 
long since your mother, died, have they 
Madge?” Dad said to me as we trimmed the 
tree, ‘‘I wish they would write oftener, but I 
suppose their college work is heavy. They’re 
getting up now. I’ve tried to be a father and 
mother both to them. Do you think I’ve 
spoiled them, Midget.” 

I threw my arms around his neck and kissed 
him. “I ’spect you have, Dad,” I whispered, 
u But we all love you to pieces.” 

We had a jolly, long talk together while we 
trimmed the tree and when everything was 
ready and the clock hands were pointing to 
seven, we drove together to the station. At 
eight o’clock the train pulled in; Dad fairly flew 
to the gates, but not one of our party appeared. 
He came hurriedly back to me, his face shown 
with anxiety. 

‘What’s this, Madge? They haven’t come! 
Humm—I do not know what to think—noth- 
thg serious, I hope. They ought to have tele¬ 
graphed if they failed to make connections.” 
(To the coachman). “We’ll go home and 
come back again at ten.” 

In great disappointment we returned and 
tried formly to eat some supper. We just 
nibbled a few bites and then went into the 
parlor, where Dad walked anxiously up and 
down the floor and I tried to read. Imagine! 
Reading on Christmas Eve! I was just mak¬ 
ing a dismal failure of it when the door bell 
rang and before the maid could reach the door, 
a crowd of laughing, cheering boys and girls 
burst into the parlor. 
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“Oh Father!” cried Lucy, more beautiful 
than I had ever seen her before, “Give us your 
blessing! This is Robert , father, this is 

Robert!” 

Dad staggered back and glared fiercely at a 
tall young man who was clinging’for all he was 
worth to Lucy’s hand. 

“And who is Robert?” he demanded sarcastic¬ 
ally. 

“Oh some one tell him,” cried Lucy and 
Jack came bravely forward. 

“I suppose Lucy told you that—that she 
and Bob, here, have been engaged for three 
months, so we stopped off in Pasedena and—” 

“And we are going to meet the struggles of 
life together, Pater,” added Lucy beaming up¬ 
on her husband. 

“Young man!” roared Dad,” what is your 
income?” 

“My income?” stammered Robert, “Oh, my 
income? I—have; —I—have—a—a—govern¬ 
ment position.” 

Dad looked a little relieved. “Your salary?” 

“The governor gives me five a week,” faltered 
Robert, blushing. 

Dad sank helplessly into a chair and Jane 
rushing over to him caught his hand in hers. 

“Forgive me!” she sobbed, “I think now 
that your ideas about coeducation are simply 
beautiful. Nothing can be sweeter, more ex¬ 
quisite. I thank you for sending me to Stan¬ 
ford. If I had gone to Mount Holyoke this 
would never nave happenedi” 

And Jane holding up her slender left hand 
told her story with blushes, the while she dis¬ 
played a solitaire. 

“How DARE you speak of coeducation to 
me? I will send you to a convent! And Lucy 
and that pennyless pup there may begin right 
now to 'meet the struggles of life togetherV 
John, you may go to Princeton if you still wish. 
These two are done for.” 

And now came the greatest shock of all. 
Jack, dear old Jack, whom we had all respect¬ 
fully considered the most deliberate and sensi¬ 
ble member of the family, slipping his arm 
about Elizabeth’s shoulders stepped calmly fore. 


rECH 

“Did you think that one of the twins would 
be married without the other?” he asked quiet¬ 
ly, “Elizabeth, my wife, this is my father.” 

It was enough to twist any man’s tongue, 
and Dad instead of accepting the introduction 
with one of the conventional forms, muttered 
angrily “COEDUCATION!!” 

M. H. K., 10. 
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Who Wouldn’t Be a Football Hero. 

“Oh, Tom,” she said on greeting me, 

In tones of great alarm— 

“They said that in the game today, 

You’d broken your right arm.” 

I calmed her tender, groundless fears 
With vehemence and haste— 

And just to prove the arm was sound. 
Slipped it ’round her waist. 

So nestling close beside me, she 
Smiled sweetly in my face; 

“That’s great,” said she, “not broken, 

Nor even out of place.”—(Ex.) 

“That’s very singular,” said a young lady 
when he kissed her. 

“Oh, well, we’ll make it plural then.”—(Ex.) 

He Found Out. 

Gentleman (to cigar dealer)—“Have you any 
so-and-so brand in stock? How are they?” 

Dealer—“First cla.^s, sir. This lot are ex¬ 
tremely fine ones.” 

Gentleman (departing)—“Thanks, you wrote 
that they were very poor, but I am pleased to 
find that you were mistaken. I am the manu¬ 
facturer. Good-day.”—(Ex.) 

Mary had a little lamb 

With green peas on the side, 

And when her escort saw the check, 

The young man nearly died.—(Ex.) 

To shave your face and brush your hair, 

And then your Sunday clothes to wear; 

That’s preparation, 

And upon a cart to ride, 

A mile or two to walk besides— 

That’s transportation, 

And then before the door to smile, 

And think you’ll stay a good long while, 
That’s expectation; 

And then to find her not at home— 

That’s thunderation.—(Ex.) 


College bread is often a four year’s loaf.— 
(Ex.) 
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HOW THE GAME WAS WON 

Parker Academy and Harrisville High School 
were tied for first place in the Central High 
School Baseball League. The decisive game 
was to be played at Parker’s, June the twenty- 
sixth. 

The game, which promised to be a good 
one, was called promptly at the appointed 
time and the battle between the leading teams 
was on in earnest. 

T he first eight innings were quite tame and 
ended in a score of five to two in Harrisville's 
favor. The first half of the ninth ended with 
the same score, and Parker came to bat with 
but small hope of winning the game. 

The first man up was put out on an infield 
pop up; and the next one got a pass to first, 
and stealing second on the first ball pitched, 
reached third on the next man's sacrifice. The 
next two men up, walked, and the bases were 
full. 

As the next man advanced to the plate, a 
groan of dismay went from mouth to mouth; 
it was Casey, the right-fielder who "couldn't 
hit a balloon,” let alone a baseball, in the 
opinion of Parkerites. 

"Strike one!” bawled the umpire, as a swift 
inshoot cut the corner of the plate. 

"Strike tw r o!” as Casey struck with all his 
force at an outdrop, missing it at least a foot. 

The next three were balls, and as the catcher 
returned the ball to the pitcher the last time, 
Casey pulled his hat down more firmly on his 
head, spit on his hands and gripped the handle 
of the bat with a determination he had never 
shown before. 

The pitcher threw back his arm and sent the 
ball toward the plate with a speed nothing short 
of marvelous. Casey drew back and swung 
the bat around to meet the ball with all his 
strength. 

Crack! The spectators looked in amaze¬ 
ment at the now distant sphere and at the 
twinkling legs of Casey, eating up the ground 
in a miraculous manner. 

On , on, goes the ball with the left and center 
fielders in hot pursuit. 



Established 1852 

Extra Special 

Big Values in Young Men’s Suits 
and Overcoats; highest standard 
fabrics, worth twenty dollars, at 

$ 14.50 

You 11 find the $ 11.50 price a winning 
number in Suits and Overcoats too. 


FOR CHRISTMAS 



A Victor Talking Machine 
or an Edison Phonograph? 

You could not get anything that 
would give more lasting 
satisfaction. 

EVERYTHING IN MUSIC 

Cbas, c, Edams $ Co. 

324 S. Adams Street,.Peoria 
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Ah! The left fielder has it, and he sends it 
in an instant to the second baseman, who in his 
turn sends it toward the plate. 

Slide, Casey, slide!” scream the coaches. 
"Slide!” echo a thousand voices from the grand 
stand. Casey slid, reaching home a mere frac¬ 
tion of a second before the ball. 

As he picked himself up and walked in an 
unconcerned way toward the player's bench he 
heard—was it a dream—no, it was true: 

"What's the matter with Casey?” 

"He's all right!” 

"Who's all right?” 

"Casey!” 

"Who’s Casey?” 

"He’s a lolly, 

He’s a daisy, 

And he gets ’em ev’ry time, 

H—a, h—a, Ha! Ha!” 

The next day two of his classmates handed 
him a watch fob, presented him by the whole 
school. It was a gold baseball suspended from 
a gold chain, and on it were engraved the 
words: "Championship of Central High 
School Baseball League for '06 won by Parker 
Academy. Who dit it? Casey!” 

A. M. B., ’14. 

5r 

Eph. Green: "Ah desires to purchase a 
razzer.” 

Clerk: "Safety?” 

"No, sah; dis am fo’ social usage.”—(Ex.) 


Teacher: "How was iron discovered?” 
Youngster: "I heard Pa say they smelt 
it.”—(Ex.) 


He took her to a frat dance, 

He took her to a "show,” 

He took her ’round to forty things, 

Until he had no "dough.” 

She said she liked him mighty well; 

It was an awful joke; 

For she showed just what was she liked, 
As soon as he went broke. 


ESTABLISHED 1862 

ADOLPH KLEIN 

Successor to FRED LAUTERER 

..Costumer.. 

DEALER IN 

Wigs, Beards, Mustaches, Tights, False Faces, Grease 
Paints, Burnt Cork, Cold Cream, etc. 

Plays Costumed. Costumes Made to Order 

122 N* Adams St., 2d Floor, Peoria, Ill* 



A. 6. SPALDING 
=& BR0S = 



The Largest Manufacturers in the World of 


OFFICIAL ATHLETIC SUPPLIES 

Base Ball, Foot Ball, Golf, Lawn Tennis, Basket 
Ball, Hockey. Official Implements for Track and 
Field Sports. Uniforms for all Sports. 


Spalding’s Handsomely Il¬ 
lustrated Catalogue of all 
sports contains numerous 
suggestions. Send for it. 

ITS FREE] 


A. G. SPALDING & BROS. 


126 Nassau St., New York 
149 Wabash Ave., Chicago 



Walter Wyatt, M. D. 

102 South Adams Street 

Over Clarke & Co. 

Peoria, Illinois 


PHONES: OFFICE. MAIN 3877; RES., MAIN, 3572 


Practice Limited to Diseases of EYES 
and Fitting Glasses 
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HicbolsonBros. 

lpbotograpbcrs 

We will give Bradley Students a discount from our 
regular prices, and guarantee the photographic 
work not to be slighted on that account 


ROLLAND C. BUCKLEY, J. E. McMEEN, 

Pres.-Treas. Sec.-Mgr. 

The McMeen 
Electric Gompany 

Electric Contracting 
and Supplies 


107 South Jefferson, opp. Niagara Hotel 


602 Main Street 


Peoria, Illinois 



JOHN C. STREIBICH 

SOLE DISTRIBUTOR 
FOR 

Herring-Hall-Marvin Safe Co 

Burglar and Fire Proof 

WALL SAFES 

Vault Doors and Steel Safes 
301 to 305 South Washington Street . . . Peoria, Illinois 


PROMPTNESS ACCURACY 

Both Phones 403 

Edw.fiine$Co. 

EDWARD HINE L. W. FEUCHTER 


D. J. FURREY 

PRESCRIPTION 
DRUGGIST . . . 


PRINTERS 

PUBLISHERS BINDERS 
ALWAYS THE BEST IN EVERY BRANCH 
307-309 S. Washington St., Peoria, Ill. 

HAIR DRESSING TOILET ARTICLES 

MANICURING A SPECIALTY 

MRS. K.L. GOODMAN 

DEALER IN FINE 

French Hair Goods 

405 Main Street, 2nd Floor, Peoria, Ill. 

Phones: Bell Line Main 1123; Independent 1123 


MORSE'S FINE CHOCOLATES 
SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
STATIONERY 

S. E. Corner Main and Elizabeth Streets 

Cole Bros. 

florists 

Fifty Houses devoted exclusively 

to 

gut Tlowcrs 

409 MAIN STREET 1921 PERRY AVE. 

Both Phones 389 Telephone Main 90 




























One Opinion of Better Printing 


FRANK E. RUE 

SEEDSMAN 

420 SOUTH ADAMS ST. 

peoria, ill., Sept . 1, 1908. 

The Beehive Press, 

Peoria, Ill. 

Dear Sirs:—I am much pleased with your 
work on my Autumn catalog. I consider it a 
better job than any I have had delivered yet 
from other firms. Surely your good work 
and prompt delivery deserves mention. 

Yours truly, 


F. T. Todd T U ^ D ^ ^ L * ^ D v _ _ _ 424 Fulton St. 

M. B. Bourland 1 II C D C C ll 1 V C l X G S S Phones 3970 



Eugene Plowe, Pres. 


Harold Plowe, Secy-Treas. 


Iteoria 

Conservatory of fRusic 

Eugene Plowe, Voice 

Harold Plowe, Violin 

Claudia Elyda Burkhalter, Piano 

Bernice B. Ellis, Voice and Piano 
Estella Van Horne, Elocution 

Call, or send for catalog 




TREFZGERS 
.SPECIAL 


I 

£ THIS LABEL GUARANTEES QUALITY E 

LOOK FOR THIS LABEL 
BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES 


THE 

HOME SAVINGS 
AND STATE 
BANK 

333 SOUTH ADAMS STREET 

Under State Supervision 
Solicits a Share of your business 
Interest Paid on Sayings Accounts of $1 and up 


Peoria 

Tent and Awning Co. 

\\9 MAIN STREET 

BOTH PHONES 877 

Floor Covering to Rent for Parties and Weddings 
Street Canopies to Rent for Parties and Weddings 
We Take Down and Store Awnings for the Winter 













GENTR/1L LIVERY GO. 

Line Carriages and Light Livery 

Both Phones 1423 O. J. BUTLER, Mngr. 


A Pyographic Outfit is Fine for Christmas 

We have already sold scores of Pyographic outfits for the 
holidays* Wood burning is both pleasant and fascinat¬ 
ing. And it is not expensive. 

Or select something from our new picture department. 

We also frame pictures. 

COMSTOCK-AVERY FURNITURE CO. 

210-212 SOUTH ADAMS STREET 


JACQUIN & CO. 


321 MAIN STREET 


The Finest aodMost Complete 

Book: 

and Stationery 
Store 


C. LOVERIDGE 

Jflorfst 

Floral Designs and Choice Cut Flowers 
a Specialty 

Store, 402 MAIN STREET 


IN THE STATE 


Both Phones Main 209 


Peoria, Ill. 


Young Men’s Swagger Suits 

Knowing how exacting is the young man of 16 to 2\ years in the matter of dress, 
we have made it a point to get styles to his notion— 
clothing that keeps pace with the new touches 
merchant tailors bring out. 

You can pick quickly—we have sifted out tbe 
styles, and you choose from the best. 

$10 to $23 for Suits and $12 to $13 for Top Coats 



Hunter & Strehl o w 

Fine Builders' Hardware, Tools, Cutlery, House Furnishing Goods 
and Specialties, Stoves, Refrigerators, Gasoline Stoves and Furnaces 

114 South Adams Street, Peoria, Illinois 












